








Monday, May 21. ~—s The corridor sequence is finally finished. This after- 
noon we are back in Guido’s room for the third meeting with Claudia 
(Sequence 16). 

Fellini has just finished a meticulous rearrangement of the furniture. 
He turns the camera slowly all around until he has framed the image he 
wants in the finder. His swollen jaw is still wrapped in the muslin kerchief. 

I have never seen him look so exhausted. The somber mien he had 
worn during the final weeks of preparation is constant now—a light but 
indelible mask. Everyone in the company hesitates before speaking to him, 
afraid of disturbing him in his mental dugout. But he always pays courteous 
attention, immediately but briefly; and, if it is some trifle, he routs the 
intruder with an explosion of swift invective. He is never still for long, even 
when he is resting. Often, between shots, when he is sitting with his legs 
crossed, I see the nervous jiggling of the raised foot that he tried to make 
Marcello imitate in the tests. But studying him is becoming more and more 
difficult: one feels that he is aware of being watched, even fleetingly, even 
from a distance; and if occasionally one’s glance meets his, one is con- 
fronted with the reflection of his irritation. 

Or is it an inner concentration, blind to the world that surrounds him? 

Everything is ready for the first shot of Claudia: every movement has 
been analyzed, rehearsed, perfected. The lighting has been adjusted, and 
the room is plunged in that special silence that precedes the director’s 
“Via!” But the silence continues, and nothing happens. Finally, here comes 
Gianni with two property men carrying a great sheet of tulle at arm’s 
length. Then, in the narrow area in front of the camera, there are a few 
more minutes of ordered, efficient activity as the tulle netting is stretched 
Over a wooden frame before the camera. We are still in Guido’s dream. 
Windows, netting—there are more ways than one to obtain the air of un- 
reality that Fellini wants in these images. 


May 22 = The dream goes on. 
After two quick shots, Fellini is called to the phone. Brunello Rondi 
settles himself on a stool near the camera to write. I ask whether he is 
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